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parents who were good Christians taught me to be kind
to them. When my father died the farm was sold and
my mother brought me to Damascus. I was about
twelve years' old and I remember quite well I was stand-
ing one wet day on that bridge where we met, when a
horse pulling a gharry slipped and fell. The driver
leapt down with his whip and began slashing it. The
frightened horse stumbled again and sprawled on the
ground. The driver got furious and struck it horribly
with his whip. I was frightened. But I could bear it
no longer. I rushed to the driver and begged him to
stop. I tried to snatch the whip away from him. Then
he raised his whip and slashed me across the face. And
while I stood dazed he slashed at my chest. I ran away
crying to my mother, who told me that men were cruel
to animals because no one had taught them that animals
are our friends. I promised that evening I would
dedicate my life to stopping cruelty to animals."

He drank deeply and coughed. His eyes were
glittering. -

" As the years went by I discovered and tried to stop
all kinds of cruelty to animals. In the East we treat our
animals far worse, I am told, than you do. I fought
against this cruelty. You have no idea how many
devices men have for being cruel to beasts. There are
the long raking whips of the gharry-drivers, the spiked
goad for the poor little donkey, the sharp thong for the
mule, the bar of nails attached to the camel's cheek so
that it must follow in the caravan or the nails stick into
it, and the long spurs of the riders. All these I tried
to stop. I tried to prevent animals being beaten beneath
their load day after day until they dropped dead. And
when I got tired or despondent I would think of that
horse on the Barrada bridge. I would think of the